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the prisoners, the 2d mate was a mere youth, with long sandy hair, an intelligent
and not unprepossessing face, dressed as neatly as a three or four weeks
captive, with small or no means, could well be, in a frock coat, and with a
clean shirt; the only linen or cotton shirt in the company. The other four
were rude, brutish sailors, in flannel or red-baize shirts; three of them appeared
to give themselves little concern; but the fourth, a red haired and red [123]
bearded man (Paraman by name) evidently felt the pressure of the case
upon himself. He was the one whom the mate swore to have given him the
first blow; and there was other evidence of his having been [sic] stabbed him
with a knife. The captain of the ship, the pilot, the cook, and the steward, all
gave their evidence; and the general bearing of it was, that the chief mate
had a devilish temper, and had misused the 2d mate and men, that the four
seamen had attacked him, and that Paraman had stabbed him; while all but
the steward concurred in saying that the 2d mate had taken no part in the
affray. The steward swore to having seen him strike the chief-mate with a
wooden marl ing-spike, which was broken by the blow. The magistrate dis-
missed all but Paraman, whom I am to send to America for trial. In my
opinion, the chief mate got pretty nearly what he deserved, under the code of
natural justice.

While business was going forward, the magistrate (Mr Mansfield) talked
about a fancy-ball [124] at which he had been present the evening before,
and of other matters grave and gay. It was very informal; we sat at the
table, or stood with our backs to the fire; police-men came and went; witnesses
were sworn on the greasiest copy of the gospels I ever saw, polluted by
hundreds and thousands of perjured kisses; and for four hours the prisoners
were kept standing at the foot of the table, interested to the full extent of
their capacity, while all others were indifferent. At the close of the case, the
police-officers and witnesses applied to me about their expenses.

Yesterday, I took a walk with wife and two children to Bebington-church.
A beautifully sunny morning. Wife and Una attended church; Julian and I
continued our walk. When we had got a little distance from the church, the
bells suddenly chimed out with a most cheerful sound, as sunny as the morning.
It is a pity we have no chimes of bells to give the churchward summons at
home. People were standing about the ancient church-[125] porch, and among
the tomb-stones. In the course of our walk, we past many old thatched cottages,
built of stone, and with what looked like a cow-house or pig-stye, at one end,
making part of the cottage; also, an old stone farm-house, which may have
been a residence of gentility in its day. We passed, too, a small Methodist
chapel, making one of a row of low brick edifices; there was a sound of prayer
within. I never saw a more unbeautiful place of worship; and it had not even
a separate existence for itself, the adjoining tenement being an ale-house.

The grass along the wayside was green, with a daisy or two. There was green
holly in the hedges; and we passed through a wood, up some of the tree-trunks
of which ran clustering ivy.